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stupor of despair. And then suddenly, twenty
minutes before we were to start, there came a
providential surge of unreasoning exultation. The
huge family Lanchester came to the door. I said a
cheerful good-bye to every one in the house, and to
Jock, the Airedale. My parents and I climbed in.

1  turned once to look at the cheerful square of
lamplight in the open doorway,  and  then the
acetylene headlights were boring down the east drive,
past the glade, past Hampton's lodge, along the lane
past the home farm, along the main road to the
right down the hill, past the last of our trees and on
over the Roman road to Winchester.  They put me
down in Edgar Road a few yards from my billet. I
stood on the pavement and saluted.   Lansley, the
chauffeur, saluted from his seat. My parents waved
once more and then leaned back silently in the car,
I watched It to the end of the road. The red tail-light
winked and disappeared*   Still on the wings of a
strange exhilaration I pushed open the garden gate.
In our joint bedroom Bobbie Durnford was sitting
on the floor, surrounded by his kit. The new life
had begun*